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My mother, sometimes, told us tales 
at night before we sleep. One of these 
tales, which I have never heard 
elsewhere, came up often. Lalia, in her 
fertile voice, will tell us herself this 
story: 

“It is the story of two brothers, one 
rich and the other poor. A 
misunderstanding during a food 
shortage prompts the poor to leave 
ancestral land. 

Indeed, from time to time, in all the 
countries of the world, there is a period 
of famine, such as the year of the 
"voucher" during the Second World 



War when we were sometimes reduced 
to eating plants or roots. 

Thus, the rich decides to help his 
poor brother while forgetting to notify 
him. Every evening he gives his maid a 
dish of couscous which he asks her to 
deliver to the ' forgotten cemetery ". 

The maid does not try to interpret 
the words of her boss which seemed 
obvious to her. Each time, she goes to 
the cemetery to empty the dish. 

When the famine is over, the rich 
goes to his brother to ask for his due. 
The latter tells him that he never 
received anything from him. The rich 
man turns to the maid who explains to 
him where and how she got rid of the 
food. 



The poor man is extremely 
saddened by the nickname his brother 
has given him. He decides to leave 
forever this place where he is given so 
little consideration. 



He leaves early in the morning, on 
his white horse, with his wife and baby, 
in search of a welcoming land. In the 
evening, they stop in front of a 
beautiful house surrounded by vast 
cultivated fields. Herds of sheep and 
goats graze on pastures with tender 
green grasses. A light, cool breeze 
caresses their faces. Water, pure and 
limpid, murmurs in gullies. They like 
the place. 

The man dismounts from his horse. 
He asks for hospitality by shouting in 
front of the closed door the consecrated 
formula: "Guests of God". The owner, 
an old man, comes out to greet them. 



He tell them that he owns all the land 
around and that he has wheat and 
barley in abundance as well as olive 
trees, fig trees, vineyards and all kinds 
of fruit trees. His animals are more 
numerous than the grains of sand of a 
dune. 


- Come in my children, he said to 
them. Welcome. Here you will not miss 
anything. 



The man, now a shepherd, leaves in 
the morning with his flock of sheep. He 
comes back every evening at sunset. 
Around noon, his wife, leaving her 
sleeping child in his cradle, joins him 
with his meal, anywhere he is. 

After a while, she notices that every 
time she comes home, her baby is 
struggling and crying under the effect 
of intense emotion, without her being 
able to console him. 

She decides to get to the bottom of 


At noon the next day, she pretends 
to go out, slamming the front door 



before hiding behind a piece of 
furniture, to see without being seen. 

What she sees makes her hair stand 
on end. The old man walks towards the 
sleeping baby. At the same time, he is 
transforming. Seven heads swiftly 
come out of his body. He grabs the 
unfortunate baby, who, suddenly 
awakened, begins to scream. Several 
times in a row, the monster makes him 
enter through one nostril to make it 
come out of the other, saying: when 
will you fill the ogre's teeth, little bean 
seed ? Winta t£amri snan lghoula ya 
dhel foula? 

Then the ogre leaves the child in an 
awful fright! 

The woman scampers off without 
looking back. She runs to join her 
husband. She arrives breathless, with 



tears in her eyes, to where he is 
waiting. “Man,” she said to him, “we 
are at an ogre's house. Let us take our 
child and leave this cursed place ”. 

"You must be wrong, woman. This 
man welcomed us. He opened his door 
to us. Have you forgotten why we left 
our house? Now that you have enough 
food, you want to leave ! No, I will not 
follow you! ". 

At night, the woman revives her 
husband. "He's an ogre. He's going to 
devour us. Let's flee quickly!" 

The man calls out to the old man in 
the dark: "Grandfather, grandfather, 
this woman says that we are with an 
ogre". 

The old man replies, with a soul¬ 
breaking sigh: "She is quite right to 



treat me like this, I live on my own, I'm 
old. No one ever comes to see me. I 
have no friend and no neighbor. From 
this point of view, certainly, I am an 
ogre ". 

Very early in the morning, the 
woman hugs her son and runs away. 
She returns home. 

Shortly after, the man discovers the 
absence of his wife and son. He warns 
the old man. "She left". 

"Since this is so, come back at noon. 

But leave me seven sheep before you 
?! 

go. 



At noon, the man returns home. 

As soon as he walks through the 
door, he notices something abnormal. 
Meal is ready. But what a meal ! Seven 
sheep, seven basins of couscous, seven 
pots of honey, seven of whey and seven 
more of butter! 

"Come and eat, said the old man." 

"Are we going to eat all of this?" the 
man asked incredulously. 

"You are going to eat all this," 
replied the old man, "otherwise I will 
eat you!" 



By saying this, he makes his seven 
heads appear! 

The intractable man replies: "Since 
it is so, I will not touch anything. You 
can eat me!" 

"Where am I going to start, mnin 
nebdak ya hatou ben hatou? 

" Begin with the ear that did not 
listen to my wife. "Bdani mel wdhen 
elli ma sem£etch lemaratou!" 

"Where am I going to start, ya hatou 
ben hatou?" 

"Start with the feet that didn't 
follow my wife." 

"Bdani melker£ine elli ma teb£uch 
mratou" 



The questions and the 
rhyme. 


And so on until the end. 


answers 



Days go by, then months and years. 
The baby becomes a handsome young 
man of incredible strength. He easily 
defeats all the young people of the 
village who dare to challenge him. No 
doubt it is an effect of his contact with 
the ogre. 

One day, he goes to the spring, to 
give his horse a drink. There he finds 
an old woman busy filling water in a 

jug. 

"Let my horse drink, old woman!" 

The shrew retorts harshly: "Instead 
of playing the brawl, rather go avenge 
your father". 



The young man goes directly to his 
mother. 

“Mom, I want to eat £a’ish (coarse¬ 
grained couscous, sauced and spiced). 

“The time to prepare it, my son!” 

A hollow wooden dish is soon 
placed in front of him on a low table. 
The £aish is still very hot. Steam is 
escaping from it. 

Suddenly the young man grabs his 
mother's hand and puts it into the 
container. His mother screams in pain. 
"Swear to tell me what happened to my 
father." 

"I swear my son. Just leave my 
hand." 




The next day, he hits the road on his 
pedigree horse. He gallops all day. He 
arrives in the evening at the ogre's 
house who comes out to greet him and 
begins his speech. But the young man 
asks him angrily "Monster, what have 
you done to my father?". 

At these words the ogre growls like 
thunder. He brings out his seven heads 
and rushes forward. The ground 
trembles under his feet. His fierce eyes 
shoot lightning. Its sharp fangs quiver 
like mercury. But the young man, a 
roaring lion, avoids all his blows and, 
with his sword, cuts off several heads. 
The ogre collapsed, lifeless, no doubt 



dead. The young man drags the 
monstrous body and throws it into a 
ravine. 

He moved into the house. 



Days and nights pass. The 
handsome young man marries a 
beautiful young girl. To his knowledge, 
she has no family. 

His wife goes out alone, one fine 
morning, to walk in her husband's 
domain. Suddenly, at the bend of a 
path, not far from the house, she hears 
moans. She stops to listen. "Someone is 
injured. These complaints are coming 
from behind the forest. Here, a ravine. 
The moans seem to come from there." 
She is looking for a way to reach it. 
"Here there is a track. The slope is not 
too steep". She manages to get off. 
"Here, a man. He's injured. He's lying 



in a thicket." She approaches. She 
bends over the injured man. “Who are 
you? Human or Djinn ? 

” Neither, replies the monster. Your 
appearance hardly deceives me, 
beautiful young woman. Just like you, I 
belong to the race of ogres. 

"You unmasked me cousin, but who 
put you in this state? ". 

" He's a man. Very strong. Stronger 
than an ogre. He beat me to take away 
my house and my possessions. 

"Sure you mean my husband." 

" So you married this man. I hope 
you won't refuse to help those of your 
race. We are so few”. 


"I’ll take care of you”. 



"Only garome apples and tarome 
leaves can heal me”. 

"I'll find them. In the meantime, 
you will have water and something to 
eat, cousin." 

Back home, the bride pretends to 
be sick. When her man returns, he 
finds her in bed, the head wrapped in a 
blindfold and the eyes watery. "I am 
very sick. I need medicinal plants to 
heal”. 

"Which plants?" Inquired her 
husband. 

"Apples of garome and leaves of 
tarome”. 

"I Never heard of them”. 

"You'll find them in a forest of giant 
trees . Go towards the East”. 



"I am leaving immediately. Just the 
time to saddle the horse". 



The white horse gallops swiftly. It 
spins like the wind over hill and dale. 
He arrives in the evening in front of an 
old cottage. An aged woman sits on a 
worn carpet in front of a rickety 
door. "Water for me and for my horse, 
a place to sleep if possible". 

"Come in" said the old woman. "I 
have water and whey. Barley for your 
horse. I also have a bed for you. My late 
husband's. What do you want to drink, 
my son?" 

"I prefer whey." 

The old woman returns with a bowl. 
Inside, a black liquid. "Drink, my son!" 



"But my mother, your whey is 
black!" 

"Yes, my son, the shepherds prevent 
me from grazing my goats in the 
meadows. So I give them charcoal to 
eat." 

"I'll see that tomorrow morning, 
mother!" 

Later, the young man explains to 
the old woman the reason for his trip. 
He asks her where he could find apples 
of garome and leaves of tarome. 

"But my son," she said, "these are 
not plants for humans. This medicine 
is that of ogres!" 

"My wife asked me for them. I have 
to bring them back to her." 



"In that case, my son, come this way 
again when you return. You will find 
these plants in a mountainous, 
wooded, uninhabited country that is 
further in the direction of the rising 
sun." 



The next day, the young man takes 
the goats out. He leads them into a 
green meadow where many herds 
graze. The shepherds come running to 
hunt the goats. The young man awaits 
them firmly. One by one, he makes 
them bite the dust. They finally 
scamper off like hyenas surprised by a 
furious lion. 



The young man sets off again on his 
fiery horse. He crosses rivers and 
follows valleys. Twice, the sun 
traverses the celestial vault. He finally 
arrives in the deserted land : high 
mountains and white peaks, very tall 
trees in vast forests. He soon finds 
what he's looking for : garome and 
tarome. Apples as large as pumpkins 
hang from the branches of a tree so tall 
it makes him dizzy. The leaves are 
wider than his horse's saddle. He takes 
as many as he can and then returns to 
the old woman's hovel. 



She takes away part of his harvest. 
She puts it aside because she suspects 
something. 



The next day the young man returns 
home. His wife is still in bed. Her 
cheeks are swollen and her body is 
leaner. He hands her the apples and 
leaves. 

She does not take long to heal. She 
regains its freshness and beauty. From 
time to time, in the absence of her 
husband who walks through his vast 
domain every day, she goes out for a 
walk on the side of the ravine. 



A few months after these events, the 
woman imagines a new game : to tie 
the arms of her husband to see if he is 
able to free himself. A hemp cord, a 
linen cord, a fabric cord, a metal cord. 
Nothing can resist him. Nothing can 
hinder him. 

At the end, fed up by her useless 
tries, she asks him: "But what could tie 
you up so you can’t free yourself ?" 

"There is only one thing that I 
would be unable to break. A silk cord 
that would have spent all night in oil." 

"I'll have to see this with my own 
eyes to believe it." 



The time to find the famous silk 
rope and soak it in oil all the night, she 
returns to her husband, triumphant. 

"Let's see if you're telling the truth." 

The young man lets his hands be 
tied. For him it's just a game. She 
tightens the rope strongly around his 
wrists. Then she said to him: "Go 
ahead, free yourself!" 

He tries once. He tries twice. He 
tries three times. In vain. 

The eyes of his wife become narrow. 
The wide smile leaves her face. She 
then pronounces an equivocal 
sentence: 

"Field rat, get out of the hole !". 


And the ogre appears. 



He has a sword in his hand. 


The young man, seeing the monster 
smiling in front of him, tries several 
times to free himself by putting all his 
strength into it. But he can't break 
those damn bonds. He realizes he's 
lost. The ogre is not dead and his wife 
betrayed him. But why ? 

"You are wondering. I healed the 
ogre and helped him because he is of 
my race." 

"So I ask you one thing, said the 
young man. Hit me wherever you want 
except on the head. Then put me on my 
horse and say : Go, fiery horse where, 
yesterday, you ate barley. 

Ruh ya l£awd elgareh 


Win Klit ch£ir lbareh ! 



Then, the ogre throws himself at 
him and lacerates his body everywhere 
with his saber but spares his head. 
Then he puts him on his horse, recites 
the agreed formula and gives a whip to 
the croup of the handsome steed. 



Savagely, the horse neighs and 
snorts. It soars like lightning towards 
the sun. It passes like the wind on 
powdery trails. It crosses streams 
and run through valleys. Those who 
see it pass take it for a waterspout that 
crosses the expanse. It finally arrives in 
front of the old cottage. Its chest is 
streaming and looks like a fountain. 
The horse neighs and knocks its hoof 
against the hard, resounding ground. 

The old woman comes out of her 
cottage. She sees the dreadful 
spectacle. She draws from her frail 
arms the needed strength to animate 
her. 



A mat to lower the bloody body and 
then gently drag it to a padded diaper. 

He's barely breathing. He is 
unconscious. He must be treated 
quickly otherwise he will die. The 
medicine of the ogres ! The apple and 
the leaf. Garome and Tarome, they 
alone can save him. 

The old woman is patient. This 
young man is the son that his womb 
has refused her. 

He heals slowly. He opens his eyes 
first. He recognizes the old woman. He 
smiles. He is in good hands. But long 
months still to be able to get up. 

He wakes up. He is still very weak, 
but the medicine of the ogres makes 
him stronger every day. 



Now he is better. Every morning he 
tries to lift the stone which measures 
his strength. 

He holds the stone in his hands. It 
weighs four hundred pounds. He's 
ready for the dance. 



He leaves on his horse. He crosses 
streams and run through valleys. He 
finally arrives in the vicinity of the 
domain of the ogre. He finds shepherds 
in the green pastures. "Push your herds 
into the ogre's wheat. When he comes 
out, his account will be settled." 

The ogre, seeing the herds entering 
his fields, rushes towards the 
shepherds. The young man is waiting 
for him among them. He suddenly 
discovers himself and the ogre 
recognizes him. He understands 
quickly that his time has come. 



The young man returns to his 
house. His wife sped off during the 
fight. He gives up pursuing her despite 
what she is, despite what she has done. 

Then he goes back to the old 
woman, that of the cottage, his mother 
of circumstances. “Come with me, he 
says to her, my house is big and my 
yard is sunny. You will not be alone, 
anymore”. 

Then he goes to his real mother in 
his native village to tell her the good 
news. Since many days, she weeps her 
sole son who doesn’t come back. But 



now, she is happy because her son is 
alive. 



But why this story, one might ask. 

This wonderful tale could have 
disappeared. But now it is here, safe 
from oblivion. Every time a woman will 
read it to a child, Lalia, my mother, will 
be present in her tale. 



